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THE VETERAN AND THE VICTOR
Michael Raia
“Ticketty-ticketty-ticketty-tick-ticketty-ticketty-tick.
Pretty good huh?” the ugly long red-haired clerk from the paint depart-
ment said with an annoying smile.
“Ticketty-ticketty-tick-tick-tick.” He hit the total
button with an inept flourish. He was the kind of kid who was naturally
uncoordinated, but had done this enough times that he had some
amount of grace.
He stopped the drawer from hitting him in the hip and
plucked the customer’s change from the little money trays. He seemed
to be paying more attention to me than to the customer. He gave a stiff
and rambled “Thankyouverymuchandhaveaniceday.” to the woman and
looked at me for some kind of approval. I winced at his mammoth buck
teeth. He took this as a sign of approval and slammed the drawer shut.
“Pretty quick huh?” he said in an obnoxious and de-
cidedly pompous tone. “Comes with experience.”
He was obviously referring to my lack of experience at
the helm of the register. I had only been working here at Sears a month
and he had been over in the paint department for a year and a half. I
figured he had been hired when he was eight, because he didn’t look a
day over ten. “It sucks over here.” he said shattering my blissful silence.
“Over in paint, we’re busy all the time. ‘Course I never get backed up
because of my speed.”
“How nice for you.” I finished bagging the customer’s
Christmas ornaments and smiled at her. She looked at my red-haired pal
(who was feverishly practicing typing his employee number) and rolled
her eyes. I returned her eye-roll.
“Mind if I run the register for a while?” I said out of
boredom.
He looked at me as if I had just asked to borrow his
car so I could take his mother out on a date.
“Why?” He said with gaping eyes.
“So I can practice. Maybe some day I’ll be as quick as
you.” Being a complete idiot, he didn’t catch my sarcastic tone. He
instead smiled warmly.
“Sure. I’ll help you. But I can’t promise you’ll ever be
as fast as me.”
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“Well, a man can dream can’t he?” I had decided to
milk his lack of sarcastic knowledge for all it was worth.
A large man set a few boxes of tree lights down on the
counter next to me. “Cash or charge sir?” I said pleasantly.
“Ah, make it charge, wait, cash . .
.
,
no charge.” It
was interesting to watch his jowls flop with each syllable.
He handed me his Sears Chargecard and scratched him-
self. As I ran the light wand over his card the red-haired idiot began
commenting on my form.
“No, you gotta go straight across, you’re all over the
card. No ...”
“Did you have a cheeseburger with extra onions on
your break?” I said disgustedly avoiding his face.
“No, Whopper with extra onions, why?”
“Never mind.” The card number blinked onto the little
screen. I began to pick up items and type their codes in. I could hear
him snickering behind me. I was moving at a pretty fair clip, but appar-
ently he thought I was moving in slow-motion. I hit the total button
and turned to tell the customer what the lights had just run him.
Unfortunately, the red-haired fool cut me off and
pushed me out of the way. He voided out what I had just rung up and
re-did everything silently. After a minute of tapping and shaking his
head, he hit total and came up with the same amount I had.
“What did you do that for?” I said annoyedly.
“It’s quicker.” He said with a pompous sneer.
I looked at him like a professor might look at a stu-
dent who just solved the equation x+2=4 by saying “Ecuador”. I sighed
deflatedly and suggested he return to the paint department before I was
forced to shove the light wand down his throat.
“Yeah? You and what army?” he sneered, drooling on
his brown polyester tie.
So I picked him up under the shoulders and carried
him kicking and screaming back to the paint department. I stapled his
tie to the counter and said, in complete control, “If I ever catch you in
my department again, I will put your teeth, legs and spine on different
mall levels.”
I haven’t heard from him since.
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